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II. The wonderful works of our John, ſhewing 
how he made Janet like an Elikin maft, and 
got his ain Maggy wi' bairn forby. 
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manifeſt before the miniſter, 3 

IVV. How Jockey and his Mither went away to 

{ee his baſterd child, and what happened. 
V. How jockey had another child, aud could 
not get it baptizéd until he mounted the 
ſtool : With an accvunt of his mother's death 
and burial: Alfo, an Elegy on the occaſion. 3 
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Jock AND Macory? s Count. 


PART I. 


Jocky.-. TT EY Maggy, wilt thou ſtay * 
| tak ken't touks hame we you, 


the nig ht? . 3 > 1 (eo 
Mc dx. Will tu come awa then Johnny, 


1 fain would be hame or the kye come in, our 
mickle riggy is ſic 4 rumlitg royte, ſhe rins ay 
thro? the byre, and ſticks a the bits o cutties, 


mymither is na able to had her up to her ain ſtaik 
Jockr. Hute, well be hame in bra time 
woman; and how's a your fouks at hame ? 
©, Mas. Indeed, 1'canna? well tell ye, man, 
our guidame 1 is a” gane wi? the gout; my mi- 
ther, is very frail ; my father he's ay wander: 
ing about and widdling amang the beaſts. 
Jock. But, dear Maggy, they tell me we're 


Mer to get a wedding o' thee an” Andrew 
errymoutk the laird's gardener: - 


810 


MA. Na, na, he maun hae a brawer laſs td 


be his wife than the like o? me ; but auld Tam- 
my Tailtrees was ſeeking me, my father wad 
2 baen me to tak him, but my mither wadoa 
Jer, there was an odd debate adoutit, my guid- 


ame wad z ſticked my mither wi' the grape, if 


my father hadna chanc'd to founder = wi” 
the beetle. 76, 

Jock. Hech woman, I thiok your father 
was a fool for faſhing wi' him, auld ſlavery 
dufe, he wants nathing of a cow but the clutes, 
your goodame may take bim herſel, twa auld 


tottering ſtumps, the tane may ſair the ithet 
fu' well. A 2 
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"= wa Ach! 9245 1 wad a tane e thee or oy 
body to haue them agreed agen; my father 
bled my goodame s noſe, an' my guidame 
brake my mithers thumb, the neighbours 


came a' rinning in, but | had the luck to haud 


my father's hahdstill yence my guidame plotted 
bim wi“ the brue that was to mak our broſe. 
Jock, Dear Maggy, l hae ſomething 1 to tel] 


f you an ye wad na be angry at it? 


Mac. O. Johnny! ! there's Ly hand, Vie) no 


be angry at it, be what it will. 


[Shakes bands for fear of at outcaſt] 
Jocx. Indeed Maggy, the fouk of your, town 


un the-fouk o our town ſay we're gaun to be 
marryed; what ſayeſt thou? 4 


Mad. 1 wiln we ne'er do war; O Jobuny 
E.dream'd & you lang lyne, an I liked you ay 


after thar. . 


Jock. O Maggy Maggy! doſt thou mind 


ſince Feame to your mither's bull, wi' my mi- 


ther's cow, ye ken the widna ſtand, an ye 
helped me to haud her: ay after that they 
ſcorued me that 1 wad be married on a you. 

Mas. Its very true man, it'll be an odd 
gag if it be: but it's no fa back at my door 


J aſſure ye. 
Joc x. nor at mins, bat my mither bale 


me kits 


MAG. 3 Call ye Johny, 1 no want b 


wa kiſſes man, an on every fide of the mouth: 


Joes. Ha! ha! Maggy, Ill, bae a merry 
gig of kiſhug you n 


$ ; 2 


—— 


Mas. Ay but Johony. you maun ſtay till that 
night come; it's beit to keep the n til he 
feaſt day. N 

Jock. Dinna be angry Maggy. my wife to 
be; but 1 have heard my mither ſay in her 
daffin, that fouk ſud ay try gin their houſe 
will nad the plemfhen, - 

Mas Ay but Johony'a wife i is ae thing, 
an“ a houſe is anither,, a man that's a mind 
to marry a woman, he'll no mak her a wbore, 

Jock Its a true Maggy, but fours may 
do it yence or they be married, and no hae 
nae ill in their minds. 

Moc. Aha Johnny, mony ane has been 
beguil'd wi, yence, and do it yence we may 
do it ay; what an we get a byſtart, an! hae 
to ſuffer for the foul act of fornication, . 

Jock. Ay, but my mither ſays, if I dinna 
get thee wif bairn, I'll no get thee 3 ; ſo 1 the 
ureſt way of wooing, 

Mas, -Indeed Johaoy, Like you beter | 
por ony lad Iſee, an' 1 fall marry you an yence 

my father's muck were out, my mither dow- 
na work at the 'midden. _ 

Jock. Ah! Maggy, Maggy. I mfear'd ye 
beguile me, an' then oy mither will murder 
me tor being ſo ſilly. 

Mas My} 0 Jochen tell your mither to 
provide a cba tor the bridal, ar? 1 ſall marry 
you in three ukes after this; but we maun 

ie in ſillar to the precentor, a groat and 
a drink to the bellman, an' then the kirk- 
wa's mann hear oft three Sundays or it come 


* a 3 —— — 
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Jer Bot agen Im no to N 2 big 
bargain wi' you nor nae body, I maun ken o 
Vour things an ye ſall ken o mine. 

"Mas, 1 ken well what I was to get, and 
gin my ' mither like the bargain well, ſhe'll 
mak it better; but an' my father be angry at 
your match, L darna meet you to be married. 

Jock. I ſee na how he can be angry, I. 
wat well Fm a gay ſturdy fallow, when I laid 
on a bow an five pecks o bear on the laird's 
Bawſey, an he's as bilſhy a dealt as in 25 the 
barronry. 

Mas. Ay but my wither i is ay angry at 
ony body that evens themſelves to me, an“ it 
binna them ſhe likes; indeed ſhe bade me tak 

ony body, if it were na auld tottering Tammy, 
for his beard is ay brown wi ſucking tobacco, 
an' ſlavers a' the breaſt o' his fecket, 5 

Jock. O! Maggy, tak me an' 11} tell you 
What I hae; firſt, my father left me — he 
died fifty merks, twa ſacks, twa pair o ſunks, 

the hens an' the gawn gear was to be Aivided 
between me an' my mither; an” if ſhe died firſt 
a her gear was to come amang mine, an? if ! 
died before her, a“ my gear was to come back 
to her again, an' her to marry anither man if 
' the could get him. But fince its happened 
ſae, ſhe is to gie me Brucky an' the black mare, 
the ha'f o' the cogs, three ſpoons, four pair o' 
| blankets an' a can as; ſhe's to big twa beys to 
ber ain gave], to be a dwelling houſe to me 
an my am to get the wee by re at the 
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7 8 
end o' the raw to baud TX an twa cutties, 
the ba'f o' the barn, anꝰ a bed o the kail- yard 
as lang as ſhe lives, an' when ſhe dies am to 
pay the yearding o' her honeſtiy, an” a the 
o'ercome is to be my ain; an' by that time 

1 Il be as rich as e er my father was betore me, 

Mag. Truly Johnny I'fe no ſay meikle to 
the contrair, but an ye hae a mind to tax me 
wi what I hae, tell me either now or Never, 
for Lſe be married or lang gae. 

Jock I wat well I'm courting in earneſt, 
tell me what ye hae, an well ſay nae mair r but 
marry ither. 


Mas. Ile tell you a I ken O, whate er wy 
gnidame gies ye's get it, 

Jock. that's right, I want nae mair, it's an 
unco thing to marry a naket Woman, an' nae- 
thing but twa bare legs. ; 

Mas: O John, yerre ay in the right RY 
for mony ane is beguil'd and gets nacthing, 
but my father is to gie me forty pund Scots 
that night ] am married, a lade o meal, an' a 
furlot o' groats; auld Crummie is mine ſince 
the was 8 cauf, an' now ſhe has a ſtirk will tak 
the bill cer Beltan yet; I hae twaſtane o' good 
lint, an' three pockfu's o tow, an' a good caff- 
bed, twa bowſters, an' three cods, with three 
pair o“ blankets, an' a covering, forby twa pair 
to ſpin, bur my mither wadua gie me creſh io 

them, an' ye ken the butter is dear now. 
Jock. Then farewel the ' night, Maggy; 
the beſt o' friends mauu part, an ſac maun 
thy twa legs yet, 


_ * 


KA. 
Mas, 1 wiſh you well Jobnuy, bat fay nag 
wait till we de married, an then lad. 


5 gaed Maggy and tell'd her wither: 

Mas. O mither ! I hae ſomething to tell 
ye, but ye mauna tell my father. 

| Mity. Dear Maggy, an what is that? 

Ma G. Deed mither, am gaun tobe married 
an” the muck were out. 

Mirn. Dear Maggy, an' wha's thou gaun 
to get? its no auld bubly Tammy! Trap 

Mae. Na, na, he's a braw young man, an' 


bas mair gear nor ilka body kens o gueſs an 


III tell you; ids Johnny Bell, an' his wither 


p ke 


lent him to the market juſt to court me. 

Mir R. Deed Maggy ye II no be ill youket 
wi' him, he's a gay well gaun fallow, right 
ſpruſh, amaiſt like an ill far'd gentleman.— 


Hey guidman! do ye hear that our Maggy is 


gan to be married an ance the muck were 


. 
FATHER. Na, na, I Il no allow that until 


the peais be cuſſen an hurl'd, 


Mas. Ofather ! it is dangerous to delay the 
like o' that; I like him an' he likes me, 1's 
beſt to ſtrike, the iron while it is het. 

Far. An wha is ſhe gaun to get guidwife? 

M1TH. An wha thiok ye guidman? 

Far n. A wha wat | herie, an- ſhe pleafs 


| herſel am pleas'd already. 


Mir. Indeed ſhe's gawn to get Johnny 
Bell, as cliver a little fallow, as in a' the bare 


1 pads RE biges. 


/ 


FAT R. A well, a well herie, ſhe yours ag 
Felt as mine, gie her to wha ye pleaſe. - 
MITH. X well Maggy. l'ſe hae a things 
ready, an' il hae the married e'er this month 
be done 
Mas. Thanks to ye mither, mony a od 
turn ye done me, an this this will be the beſt 


I think, 


Hams gaes Jockey to his mither, crying, 
Jock. Mither! mither! ! ] made it out; her 

mouth is ſweeter as milk, my heart plays a 
whiltie whaltie when I kiſs her. 

- MITH. Fair fa thee, my ſon Johony, as 
gotten the gait o't at laſt; and whan is Oe 
Baun o be married? 

Jock. Whan I like mither; but get the 

maſons the morn to big me my houſe, for III 
hae a' my things in right gocd order. 


MITH. Thou's nae want for-oaething, my 3 


bairn, but puſht foreward as faſt, as ye can. 
The woooing being o'er. an? the day being. 

ſet, Jockey's mither kill'd the black boul hors 

ned ewe, that | loſt her lamb the laſt'year, 


three heag an' a gule fitted cock, to preveut 


the ripples; five pecks o' maut maflces! in the 
meikle kirn, a piut o' trykle to mak it hier 
ker an” [weeter an' maumier for the mouth-: 


five pints o whiſky, wherein was garlick an” 
ſpice, for raiſing o the wind, am clearing o 
the water. The friend's an' good neigbours 


went a' wi' John to the kirk, where Maggy 


chanced to meet him, an' was married by che 
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miniſter. The twa companies joined tage⸗ 
ther, an came hame in a crowd; at every 


change - houſe they chanced to paſs by, pro- 
vidence ſtopt their proceeding, with full 
ſtoups bottles an glafſes,drinkiog their healths 


wishing them much joy, ten girls an' a boy: 
Jockey ſeeing ſo. many wiſhing. well to his 
health, covpt up what he got, for to augment. 


his health, an' gar him live lang, which af- 


| wards coupt up him, an proved Gerrimenzal 


to the ſame. 
So home they. cime to the dinner, where 


: TH mither preſented to them a pipeing hot 


haggies, made o the creiſh o' the black boul 
horn'd ewe, boil'd in the meikle bag, mixt 


with bear meal, ingans, ſpice an' mint; this 
haggies being ſpout warm, the foaming ſwats 
an ſpice in the liquor, ſec John s belly a biz- 


zing like a working fat, an' he playing het 
fit to the fiddler, was ſuddenly ſeized with a 
hocking an” rebounding, gave his dinner ſuch 


A backward ca that he loſt a', but the grit 


hits he ſcythed thro! his teeth. His mither 
cryed to ſpence him, an' bed him wi the 
dride; his breeks being filled, they waſhed 


baith his hips, laid him in his bed, pale an 


ly was his face, an' cloſed were baith 
bis een; Ah! cries his mither, a diſmal day 


indeed; his birthal an his burial may be 


baith on ae day. Some cuiſt water in his 
face, an' jagged him wi' a needle, till he be- 
gan to rouze himſeif up, an' rap out broken 


verds, Mither, mither, whar am ! dW 


E » 
Whar are ye? my bairn, fays bis mither, 
ye're beddet, an' Fll bring: the bride. to you. 
Beddet ! an' is my brithal done als? Ay, 
ſaid ſhe, here's the bride to ly down wi” you. 
Na, na, ſaid he, I'll no ly down wi' that unco 
woman indeed, if it binna heads an thraws, 
the way I lay wi' my mither, O fy ding af 
front yourſel. 
The bride fa's a crying, O micher, 8 ; 
was this the way my father guided you the 
firſt night'?” Na, na, thy father was a man 
o mettle ; poor thing Meg, thou's cad thy 
hogs to a bonny market. 

A bonn) market, ſays his mither, a ſhame | 
fa you an her baith | he's worthy o her tho 
{be were better nor what the 1 is, or Cer wil 15 


1115 friends an her friends ane in a mixt 
| Ante ſome took his part, and ſome took 
her's; there a battle began in the clap of a” 
hand, being a very fierce tumult, which end- 
ed in blood; they ſtruck ſo harq iv ih ſtoves 
Ns BER Aortibarorbtrains, pigs: pots, 

oups, and trenchers were flying like bombs 
and hand granades. The croole, bouls, and 
tongs were all employed as weapons of war; 
till down came the bed wi' a mou of peats. 

80 this diſturbed a* their eo, C 
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7 be W onderful W erks of our Fobn, 


JOW though all the c cerimonies of er 
and Maggy's wedding were ended, 
when they were fairly beddet before a wheen 


_ rattling unro*iy witneſſes, who 1 


down the bed aboon them; the battle ſti 
increaſed, and John's works turned out to be 
very wonderful; for he made Janet, that was 
his mither's laſs the laſt year, 'grow like an 
Elſhin ſhaft, an, got his ain Maggy "Th bairg 
for -- AO 

be havſheaghe were very great until 


auld uucle Rabby came in to redd them, an” 


a ſturdy auld (allow he was, ſtood ſtively wi' 
à ſtiff rumple: 40% 6 main eggth of. his 


arms rave them ſundry, flinging the ane caſt 


an' the ither weſt, till they ſtogd a round 


'about, like as mony breathleſs cocks, an' no 
ab durſt ſteer anither for him; Jockey's mit- 
ther was driven oer a kiſt, an brogget 3 
her hips on a round heckle, op the gat and 
rinnipg to fell Maggy's mither wi' the ladle, 
, ſwearing that ſhe was the mither o' a' the 
miſchief that happened, uncle Rabby ran in 
between them, he having a great lag noſe 


12 7 
likes 4 trumpet, the recklely came o er his 
Jobſter neb a drive wi' the laddle, until the 
blood ſprang out an? ran down his auld grey 
beard an' hang like auff) bubble? at it: O!! 
then he gaed woode an” looked as waefu 


like, as he had been a tod lowrie, comꝰ'd frac 


worrying lambs, wi” his bloody mouth. Wi' 
that he gets an auld flail, an' rives awa' the 
ſupple, then drives them a' to the back of 
the door,” bur yet nane wan out; then wi chir- 
ting an' chapping, down comes the clay hal- 
lan, an' the hen dauk, wi' Rab Reid 10 fid- 


der, who crept up aſide the hens for the pre- 


ſervation of his fiddle. 


Ben comes the bride when ſhe got on u ber 


60ar, clappet Rabby's Goulder, and bade 
him ſpare their lives; for theil is blood E- 


Dough ſhed ir a+ night, quo ſhe; an that my 


beard can witnels, quo he So they all came 
in obedience to uncle Rabby, for his ſupple 


made their pows ſaft an' ſair that night. But | 


daft Maggy, Simpſon ſat by the fire, an' pic- 
ked banes a” the time o' the battle; indeed, 


fouk bas gotten their {kin well pait 
By this time up got John the bridegroom, 
that was Jockey before he was married, but 


could not get his breeks ; yet wi a horſe nail 


he tacked his fark rail berweed his legs, that 
nane might ſee what every body ſhould hide, 


end rambling, he cries, Settle ye, or Fil gar 


2 
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quo ſhe, I thiok ye're a+ fools but myſelz for 
I came bere to get a gvid ſupper, an“ other 


my unele ſettle = all aten ye yere heads wh 
my auld ſuppple. 


5 Poor:Rab Reid the fiddler; took 2. ſudden 
blaſt; ſome ſaid he was maw turn'd wi the 


fa for he bocked up a“ the barley* ans then. 


gartd the ale gae like a rain- bow frac him, 


as hrown as wort bnoſe. 

The hurly burly being ended, af naething 
but fair woeds an“ ſhaking of hands, which 
was a ſure ſign oh an agreement; they began 
io cow their cutted lugs, an: waſh their ſairs, 


a but Jockeys mither, who cries out, A 
black end on yo: an yet wedding baiĩth; 

for I hae gotten a hunder holes dung in my 

nervi. the-heckletceth. 

Jockey anſwers) A een bad vou wi 

. ye will een be the better 


ſair d. Fj, 

Up gets nd Babby; ant aud Sandy the 
Autor ot Seggyhole, to: put every. thing in 
order; they prappet up the bed wi“ a rake 


An a cippling came; the bearers being broken 


they made a ſolid foundation, of peats, laid 
on theicaff bed.an*:bowſters, where Jockey 
Lan Maggy was beddet the ſecond time. 
Jockey no being uſed to lie wif a naked 
woman, except heads an'  thraws wi“ his mi- 


tber, gets his twa hands about the bride's 


neck, an- his hough out ofer the bride's hur- 
dies, laying IL neter kiſt wife nor laſs naket 
before, an for fainneſs Il bite Jou, 1 bite 


Jou, &c. 5 
Naithing mair remarkable till about haf 


— 


A year an four ukes thereafter, in comes 
Marion Muſhet, rinning bare-foot an“ bate- 


legget, wit bleart cheeks” an' a watery noſe, 


curſing, greeting an- Wang 


Man krON enters. Crying, ance? $ Jobi, 
His mither anſwers. Indeed he's N the 
"yard powing kail rants. [ 
Max, A black end on him an“ his rake 
baith, for hes ruin'd me an“ my bairn 
MIT RH. Ruin'd you! it cannot be; he 
never did you ill, nor ſaid you ill, be mied 
Or by day; What gars you ſay that? 
Max. O woman! our Jenny is“ * rowing 


like a pack of woo; indeed ſhe's wit r | 


dairn, an“ your John is the father ot 

MIT R. Uur John the father on L aud, 
there enough faid, lying lown, I true our 
John was neter guilty o fic a ſiuful action: 
Daft woman! 4 it ill be but wind that 
Doves up the laſſie's wame; -ſhe4ll hae drun- 
ken ſome ſour drink, like ſowr ſowns, or 
rotten milk, that mak s her ſae. 


MAR. A wae be to him an“ his actions bab, ö 


5 the father oft, fornicator dog thathe 
„ he's ruin d me an” my bairu; I'bore her 


"Heb brought her up honeſtly, till ſhe came to 


you; her father died an' left me four o⸗ 
them, there warna ane o* them couꝰd put on 
anithers claes, or tak a louſe aff ither. 


MiTn, I bid you haud your tongue, an“ 


DG even your byſtards to my bairn, for hell 
never tak wit; * poor ſilly lad be * 
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beer Wok to a laſs; be's; to lay her .dows 
Fy Maggy cry in! on John, an“ lets ratify*e 


wil the auld maden . ye're! 00, blate for 


ſaying . 
Max. Be angry © or well pleaſed, Tal fayt 
iti a. your faces, an“ Ill ca you before your 
VBeuers about ii or lang gae. 
John enters. * what want ye now, Is 
dur broſe ready yet?? 


Mir H. Ay Rhee black 3 indeed for 
-thee, my bairn; here Marion Muſhet ſaying 


- ye hae gotten her dochter Wi- bairn. 2 
Joc k. Me mither! I neter lay in a bed 


v her dochter a my days, it ill be the young 
ird, for I ſaw him kits her at the Lammas | 


fair, au! let glam at her nonſenſe. 
Mir H. Ay, ay, my man Jobany, that's 
| the\way ſhe has gotten her belly fu“ o bairos 
its no you nor the like'o* you, poor innocent 


lad, that gets byſtard weans : a wheen filthy | 


: Jowns, every ane loups on anither, an gies 
you the wyte o... 
Mar. You may ſay. what you like about 
it, ines eaſy to cat a court whar there's nae 
body to ſay again, but 11 tell yon a! L ken 
about it, an“ that is what ſhe tellt me, and 
vou guidwife tell't me ſome o't yourſel : au 
gin ye hadna brought in Maggy wi! her 
muckle tocher atween the twa, your Jockey 
and my Jenny had a been man an- Wie the 
Cap. | | 
f ec k. I wat well haves true. | 
Mrrn. Ye TROY dog at ye are, are yo 


hens 0) — tw pw uu 


N. 
gaun to \ confeſs. wit a. . an* it no 
yours, dinna J ken as Well as * do wha's 
aught it. 

Joc K. Ay but mither 1 we may deny as we 
will abaut it, but 1 doubt it will come to my 
door at laſt. 

Mir. Xe filly ſumph aud ſenſolefyfal- 
low had ye been 8 deep wi” the dirty 
drab, ye might a ſaid ſae, but ye tell't me 

lang ſyne that ye coudna lo'e her, ſhe was 
ſo lazy and lown like, beſides her Fragket fit 

an' bow ed legs. 

Jock. Ay-but, do ye mind ſince ye ſent 
me out to gie her the, parting kiſs, at the 
black hole o' the peat. ſtack, the rave the 
button frac my breeks, an” wad gar me do't, 
aft” bade me dot, an? cou'd fleſh an? blood 
refuſe to do't ? I'm ſure I, cou d ne'er get her 
wie bairn an' my breeks on. 

Mik. Na. na, poor fimple fit) lad, the 
wean's no yours: ilk an loups og anither, an- 
you get the wyte of af * en round 47 

hoot... ta | 

Up gets Maggy wit 2 roar, an tives ber 

| Hair, cries ber back, belly. an“ baith her ſides; 

the weed an' gut gaes thro*. my fleſh like 
| lang needles, nails, or elſhin irons; wae be 

to the day that er I ſaw his face, I had bet - 
ter married a tinkler, or a followeg the ſogers 
as mony a honeſt man's dochter has done, an“ 

livd a better life than I do. 


Up gets Jofer an rin's 00 er the riggs for 
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for John Roger's Hie auld Katty the howdy, 
but or he wan back ſhe parted wi! Patrick 
 thro* perfect ſpite, an“ then lay twa fauld 
o'er a ſtool in a ſwoon. 

Joc K. A well, a well, firs, ſince my firſt. 
born is een dead without ſeeing the light of 
the warld, ye's a' get bread an cheeſe to the 
blyth meat; the thing we ſhou'd a war'd on 
on the banket will fair the burial, an“ that 
will be ſome advantage: : an! Maggy ſhou'd 
die, | maun e' en tak Jenny. the tane is as 
far a length as the ticher; I'ſe be furniſh Tj 
wi' a wife atween the twa. | l ka 

But Maggy turn'd better the next day, an? h 
was able to muck the. byre ; yet there gaed | 
fic 2 titele tattlling taro? the fown, every 1 
ad wife tell't anither oꝰt; an' a' the light th 
hippir huſſies that rins between towns at | 
cen, tuggiog at their tow rocks, ſpread it | w 
round the kintry; an' every body's mouth er 
was filled wi: Jockey an* Jenny, an how th 
Maggy had parted wi“ bairn.” 

At laſt Meſs Jobn Hill hears of the hor- 0⁵ 
rid action, and ſends the elder of that quar- 
ter, and Climkem Bell the grave maker, to th 
fammon Jockey and Jenüy to the leſſion, Irs 
and ſee how the ftool of repentance wad ſet | bu 
tbem. No ſooner had they entered the door | ab 
but Maggy fa's a greeting and wringing her 
hands; Jockey's mither Fe 4 Biyring an“ he an 
himſelf 2 rubbing his Jugs, and riving his | for 
Hair, ſaying, O gin | were but ae ha'f ell 
higher, I tud be a Gger or it be * 1 
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49 
pie me a good Aail or a corn fork, I ſud n 


Frenchmen enew, before I gaed to face yon 


flyting miniſters, an“ be ſet up like a warld's 


wonder, on their cock ſtool or black ſtool; 
an wha can bide the ſhame, whan every 


body looks to them, wi“ their facken ſarks or 


gowns on them, like a piece of an auld can'as 
prickt about a body, for naetbing bat what 
every body does amailt, or they be married 
as well as me. 

MrTa. My man Johay, yere. no the firſt 
that has done it, an* ye*ll no be the laſt, een 
mor y o, the miniſters has done it themſelves: 
hout ay, your father an' 1 did it mony a time. 

Mad. Ay. ay, an“ that gars your ſon be 


ſo good oft as he is: the thing that is bred in 


the fleſh is ili to pick out o the bane: | 


Ar 


Mir h. Daft woman! what way cou'd the 
warld ſtand, if ſouks wadna make uſe of ithe 
er? it's the thing that's natural, bairas Settings | 


therefore it's no to be ſcunner d al. 


Mas. Ay, ay, but an they be for the like 


of that, they ſhou'd marry. 
Mir R. But I think there's little ill tho! 
they try it yence or twice or they be marry d; 


It's an unco thing ti a body to bound to a 


buſineſs, it they dinaa ken whether they be 
able for it or no, 

Mas. Ay, ay that's your way of: thinking 
an his, but its no the way of nther- honeſt 
fouk : ſee what the miniſter will ſay tot. 

MIT H. The miniſter is but a mortal ma 
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Mag. Ay, but foul thoa'd ay five to 


morrify their members. 

MIT RH. An' is that your whipry : ? win 
you or ony body elſe, wi' your mortifying 0? 
your. members, prevent what's to come to 
paſs? I wiſh I ſaw the miniſter an' his elders, 
but I'le gie bim ſcripture for a' he's done 
yet: tell na me about the mortifying o' mem. 
bers; gin he hae gotten a byſtart, let him an' 
her feed it between them, an' they ſud gieꝰt 
fup about; but ſhe man keep it the firſt 
quarter, an' be that time muckle black lady. 

ill be cauft, we fall ſell the cauf, an” foſter 
the wean on the cows milk; that's a beiter 
menſe fora faut than a' your. mortifying o 
your members, an' a' your rgpenting ſtools; 


a wheen papiſt rites an* rotten cerimonies, 
faſhing foliks' wi ſack gowns an' buttock 


meals, an'-I'dinna ken what; but bide you 
yet till 1 fee the MR I 


4 
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Tie an Forks: of our Fohn made 


manifeſt before the Miniſter, Oc. 


OW jockey and bis mither went into 
the little byre, an held a private meet- 


an- there's defections i in bis members as well 
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ting, nane preſent, but auld, bruckie, ay the 
twa brutes the bits o cutties. 4 | 


you, how cou'd ye confeſs ſae muckle to 


mither. 


1 an” ye had a. hauden your tongue an? your 


ſae muckle a do the day, daft lilly dog that 


21 


Mir E. Ye ſilly dog an' be drowa'd to 
meaſlie thanket Marion, altho' he. be het 


Jock. O, micher, mither, ſay nae mair as 
bout it, my ain wand has dung me dourly ; 
ſadly hae I ſuffered for that, an' ye ken 4 
the Wiler com d o'er our Maggy, my mouth's 
the mither o't; fac haud your tongue I tell 
you. now. 8 

Mir. An' tell ye me to had my tongue 


tail, an' a done as I bade you, you hadua haeu 


thou is. 
Jock. Mither, mither, gies nane of your 


mocks nor malice, for tho' 1 got the wean, 
ye as muckle the wyte ot as I, Gae an ſeek 
out my three new ſarks an' Sunday's ſhune, 
an' I'ſe gae whar. ne'er man ſaw my face be- 
fore, neither wood, water, nor wilderneſs 
{all haud me again. 

Mita. My bra man Jobauy, ye naunna 
do chat; ſtay at hame wi' me, an ſet a ſtout 
heart till 4 ſtay brae, I'ſe gae to the ſeſſion 
wi' you, gang when you like. 

Jock. A well, mither, I fall do your bid- 
den for ance yet, but whan the miniſterflytes 
on me, anſwer ye him, for I canue ſpeak , 
well again. | 

Mita, Say. nae mair, I hae 2 pouchfy' 0 


( '22 | 
perfect detitions to ſouſe an put to him am 
his elders,; an' if thou maun gae to their 
black ſtool, it's no be thy lane that fall fit u- 
Pot. 

Jock. But aber, while: will I deny 
the dooing o't,. or couteſs the game was at 
the getting o't? 

MirH. Ay, ay, coufeſs ye did it, but ſay 
bur yence, an” that was on the terms o' mar- 
_ riape, the way that a' our kintry byſtarts | is 
gotten. 

Now Jockey * three tumes ſammon'd 
to the ſeſſion, and did not appear, the ſeſſi- 

on inſiſted for a warrant from the juſtice of 
the peace. which was readily granted more 
for diverſion than juſtice ſake: The warrant 
being given to John King the conſtable, who 
went away with Clinkim Bell on Saturday's 
morning, and catched John ar his breakfaſt, 
| hauls him awa, an at ilka oxter, like twa 
butcher dogs, hinging at a bull's beard; his 
mother followed, driving him up with good 
counſels, my bra man Johnny, haud up your 
head, dinna think ſhame, for a' your fauts is 
but perfect honey, you're neither a thief, 
whore, nor hor ſeſtealer. 

Then Maggy ran for uncle Rabby, and 
uncle Rabby ſent to Sandy the ſutor of Seg- 
gyhole; the ſutor ſaddled his mare, an' uncle 
Rabbygot aff at the'gallop on his greypowney 
weſt the hags, an' o'er by White-hill ſhoagh, 
the neareſt, an' was at Sir James the juſtice's 

ling or John was brought 1 into judgment. 


2 
{Joby emers before 17 juſtice, with a red, 
red face.] 
| Goode en Mr- Juſtice, Sir James, an't t pleale 
your honour, ye maunna put me in priſon, 
for am no malefactor, but a poor honeſt kin- 
tryman, that has been born in an ill planet; 
my mither ſay'ſt I had the ill luck of 2 miſ- 
fortune to fa' foul wi' furnication, an' gbt 
my mither's laſs wi' bairn the laſt year, an“ 
they are gawn to father't on me the year a- 
gain, 
| a The juſtice ſmiling, anſwered, indeed Jobs 
I think it is but very juſt and reaſonable that 
ye be accountable this year for your laſt 
year's labour. = 
Jock. Ay, ay, ſtir, 1 have laboured very 
fair fince my father died, but our plough 
canna get gane for froſt this four days. | 
JusT. Ay, but -John, .that's no what T 
mean, it's the child you got laſt year, ye muſt 
be auſwerable for this. 
Joc kx. A deed ſtir, there was twa o them 
but there's ane of them dead. 
Jus r. A well than John, you dl EA the 
more to give the one that's alive. | 
Jock. O] but ſtir, it's my ain wean that's 
dead, the ane | got wr my wite, 1 dinna 
ken whether the tither be mice or n. 
Jus r. Yours or no fir, when you told me 
Jou got it. if you ſhould get it wi a beggar 
vife at the back of the dyke, what's that 
to the purpoſe; when it's of your getting 
Jou muſt mantwn it. . 


Fa 
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Joer O0 yes, en no refuſing to gie 
meat an' meal to mantain't. but * mither 
winna let me to the black ſtool. 7 

Jusr. by not go-to rhe black ſtool; 
when guilty of ſuchan action as deſerves it! ? 
if you have any reaſo:'s why you ſhould not 
go, argument it in the leſſion, and clear your- 
felf, if you can E 

John's mither enters, and eddiefſer her- 
ſelf to the ſervant laſs, thinking (ſhe was the 
Juſtice”s lady. 

Indeed miſtreſs madam, if ye were a kin- 
try goodwife, like myſel, I could tell you a“ 
about it, but you that's gentiles, I canna uſe 
freedom wi you, cauſe I hae nae Latin. But 
Waes me, we that's poor fouk is born to mony 
teallins an' backward fa's; this lad is my ſon, 
an' am his mither, he bas had the foul for- 
tune to get a byſtart bairn, nae doubt but we 
hae been a* guilty o' as muckle, an' ne er a 
word about it; a what ſay ye madam? 

Off goes the laſs, ſaying, Foul fa the wiſe, 
for I was never guilty o't. 

Jus r. Well goodwife, what is the reaſon 
but ye let your ſon give ſatisfaction to the kirk 

Mir. Deed ſtir, he's no denying the 
bairn, but he'll no hae the black ſtool. ©. 

Jos r. Ay, but 1 tell you, them that gets 
a baſtard, gets the black ſtool to the bar gain; 
and as he is in my hands now, he muſt find 
caution that he will anſwer the ſeſſion, and 150 
ſubject to the law. | 

MyTH, Ony thing ye like, ſtr but that 


— 
% 


Hamefuꝰ ſtance the black ſtool; heres uncle 
Rabby, an' auld Sandy the futor, will be cau- 


tion that we's face the ſeſſiun on Sunday; the 


lad's wae enough that he did it, but he can- 
na help it now, thee wean's born an by hands, 
fae goodnight wit your honour's ladyhip, i its 
the firſt time &er I was before bb. 

On Sabbath after ſermon the ſeſſion met. 
John and his mither is calld upon; he en- 
ters couragiouſly, ſaying, Goode en to you 
maſter miniſter, bellman, an elders 2', WF 
mither an me is baith here. 

Mess Johx. Then let her in: Come away 
goed wife what's the reaſon you keep your 


ſon fo long back from aui werinę the ſeſſion, 


you ſee it is the thing you are obliged to ou 
at faſt! 

„Mir H Deed ſtir, I think there needs na 
be nas Mair wark about it; I think whan he's 
sien the lazy hulk the mither 0 t. baith meal 
an' groats to mantain'r, ye needna faſh him; 
he's a dutifu' father indeed well a as, whan 
he feeds his byſtarts ſae well. 


MEss JohN. Woman, are ye a banane 


the goſpel, thar ye rej-& che dictates of it? 
How come ye to difpiſe th= difcipline of the 
church? is not offenders to be rebuked and 
chaſtiſed? 

Mir u. Ves ſtir, a that is very true; but L 


hae been three or four times throw the Bible 


an' the New- Leſtameut, an' I never ſaw a 


repenting {tool in't a“; than whar cou'd the 


firſt o them come frac, the Apoſtles had 
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nine o them. But a daft n biftory' tells ej 
that the firſt o' them was uſed about Rome 
amang the papiſts, an ay whan ony o them 
turn'd whigs, they were put on a four neuk- 
ed thing, like a yarn winnal- blads, an' rave 
a* their gouls ſiadry, till they turn'd papiſts 
again; an' then for anger, they put them 
on a black ſtane or ſtool, in the mids o' the 
kirk, an' the ſack gown about them, wi the 
picture o the de' il an' Satan on't; a ſweet be 
us, we ſudna ſpeak o the ill thief in the kirk 
but it's a mercy the miniſter's here an' he 
come; but that was the original o' your re- 
penting ſtools an' whan the whigs chac'd 
aa the papiſt fouk out o' this kintry, they 
left a wheen o' their religious pictures, an? 
che ſtool o' repentance was amangſt the ipoilz 
but ye ſe no get my bairn to fit upon a thing 
as high as a hen-bawk, an' ilka * glow» 
ring at him, 

Mess Jonx. Woman, I told you former- 
Ty that any who refuſes ſubmiſſion to the go- 
Fernment of the church, is liable to excom- 
munication: and that we are to put the law 
in execution againſt adultery and fornication, 
of the fin thereof lies partly on our head. 

MITE. As for your ſin o' adultery, I have 
naething ado wi't: 1 ken my {ſon is a forui- 
cator, an' ye can neicher mak him better 
nor war nor he is, there's nae man can keep 
a ſtanding in their own hand, fortune Lmean, 
if it be a fin let him centeſs't, an forlake | Its 


* 


2 


un' we's pay che 4 meal an mak nae 


mair words about it. 

Mxss J. Goodwife you web - not think 
your fon will pafs fo, more than others that 
has been before him, he muſt actually come 
before the congregation three Sabbaths be- 
fore he can be abſolved from the ſcandal, 


and pet the benefit of any church privileges - 


like any other honeſt man. 


| Mira. Indeed Meſ John. my fon will 


never ſet his hips upon't; if he mann come 
before you, Pfe gar him ftand a bit a back 
frae't; an hear what ye hae to ſay about 
fornication; twa harmleſs free bodies paſing 


their trials to ſee what they can do, ye that's 


whigs may mak enongh o't, but I think na 
muckle abour it. 
MEss J. Woman, you may go home and 


ſee what you have to do; ye have a very 


bad tongue: it's no you we have to take 
account of, Le. 

MirR. Ay, ay. ye that's miniſters an? 
modeſt touk may ſay ſae, but if my fon had 


tane as good hg o' his tail, as | can do of 


wy tongue, there hadna been ſae muckle a- 
dout it; a wheen ſilly towns kent na what they 
were made for, or how to guide 2 thing 
whan th ey get it. 


Mess J. Put her out, ſhe's going to ſpeak | 


bawdy. 
Mirn. O ay, ſtir, Pſe gang out, but Wl 
hace my bairn out wi' me. 


Ms J. We muſt firſt aſk ſome few 
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| Queſſfotiviar was there is no barm e an Cole 
on him here. 


Mir R. For as good gompany as you a 
Fonrleives, | wad. rather hae him i in anither 


(John kept it bo, and his Kaho put out.] 


Mess] Well John, you muſt tell us whe- 
ther this. child was gotten bofore you was 
married, or ſince : for I ſuppoſe by the time 
@' the birth it is much about the ſame time. 

Jock. Hout ay, (tir, it was gotten lang 


or L was married, I need na forget the get- 

ting o't, it was na ſac eaſy to me. 

M᷑Ss J. How long is it ſince ye was ficlt 
accquaint. | 

Jock. Juſt; when the came to be my mi- 


ther's laſs, I never ſaw her but ance before, 
an gin I had neer ſeen her, I had never kend 
her after ſic a faſhious faſhion. 

Ms: J. How long was ſhe ſerving your 
mother ? L 

Jock. Juſt rwa hailyearts; an' I got her 
wr bairn:about a year after ſhe came, an' its 
no a year yet ſince I was married. 


MEss J. Dear John there is 8 


indeed, a woman cannot go two years with child 
Jock. Deed ſtir. it was then the wean Was 
firſt gotten. 


ä 1 * J. A John, John, I find you out to 
| be a ſinful liver; you and that woman hag 


had carnal dealings for ſometime: it is ill to 
keep the cow out of the corn, if (he once get 


a2 way of going to it; ye ſhould actually 


RH 
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artes the poor woman, when ye eohabired 
ſo long together, 
Jock Noftir, we did not babit rogerher, 
tho? the kiſt me, an' | kiſt her, {ſometimes in 
the barn, an' ſometimes iv the byte, nane kent 
dit bur my mither, an' ſhe wadua let-me tak her 
but ſent me awa to court our Maggy. 
[His mother cries tlirough the hole of the 


N A ye ſilly ſumph, is that a the 


thanks 1 GE for cougſelling you to dofwell, 
warna me ye wad a been married en a 10 
like, lee pet, lazy lump! who had neither wit 
nor wiles, no ſae much juggment! as wife the 
wind frae her ain tail, but lute it geug afore 
fouk. Up gets the elders" crying. Fy, tf; 
Duncan the bellmaa, drive that wicked wife 
to the door, the diſturbs us all. 
Duncan rins to the dovr whiperin J 


Shame fa' you for a wife gang out 0! that; but 


I wad rather hear you, às hear them yet. 
MEss J. Now John will ye be ſo plain a8 


tell me whether you 'promiſed to marry the 
woman or no, when ye lay with her. 


Jock. Na ſtir, I didya lie wi' her; for the 


herd an' me lay in the byre bed, an' ſhe lay 


in the little lang ſaddle at the hallen end. 
Mzss J. It is all one whether yon lay with 


her or not, when you have got her with 


child that's what you confeſs; 


Jock. I kenna whether I got her wi” Bb 
or no; but I did wi' her as 1 did wr our Mag- | 


87 when ſhe fell wi bairn, 


Msxss J. * che queſtion is, Whether or 


* 
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po | gie you promile (0, marry. her, when "oY 


child was gotten? 

Jock. Hut, tut, ſtir, ye wad faſh fouk 
c a thing, it was her that i to 
marry me for the getting ot. | 

Mxss J. And did not you do che like to her! 

Jock. A what needed I da the like, when 
ſhe an my mither did it a, but the wean get- 
ting, ſhe cou'd na do that. _ 

Mgxgs ] ladeed John, you ſeem to "have. 
been a parcel of looſe livers altogether. 

1458. A louſe ſtir, 1 wiſh 1 were louſe 

better be louſe than bun to an ill ſtaik. 
erz þ 1 ſee it is needleſs for me to en- 
quire any further into the matter, 1 find you 
are guilty ; therefore you mult appear pub- 
licly on the ſtool of repentance, on Sabbath 
next, and the two following thereafter, or 
ye. be abſolved from the ſcandal. 

Jock. Indeed, maſter miniſter, am very 
eaſy about repentance, au for your ſtaol, it's 
a feat I'm very eaſy about. for I'm but baſh- 
fu', an' as I was never guilty of getting by- 
ſtarts, either before, or ſin ſyne, except in 
thoughts, words, deeds an' actions, I think ye 
may een let me paſs; 1 ſuffer'd enough wi' 
the claſh o' the kintry, an' loſs of my ain wean 
it was nae byſtart,ye canna gar me ſtagd for that 

Mess J. You appear to be ſuch a ſtupid 
fellow, the like of you ſhould neiher have 


laful child or baſtard, and J admire that ſuch 


an ideot as you, Watallowed to be married to 
any woman: and you James, who is an elder 
a l Eos f 
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of that Proportion,” ſhould have given infor · 


mation of that man's capacity, before he was 
joined to à wife. 


ELDER. Iadeed fir, ye ken very well. he 


anſwered the queſtions at the examine, bet- 
ter than any other fouk, and I think he's beſt 
Wi for he might a ace mae byſtarts; 
an' a faſhi us. 
| 1; Joe x. ludeed ſtir, it's very true Sa whan 
ance I got the gate o' women, | couduae bide. 
aff them; hut our Maggy was unco cunnen, 
ſhe wadoa let me do nathing but kiſs her, ag” 
kittle her, till ance we was married. 100 
MEss J. I'll aſk no more queſtions at him 
Call on his mother, [ln ſhe comes.] Good- 
wife, we have ordered your fon to appear 
three Sabbichs on the ſtop), and there to be 
repioved before the congregation publickify 
and be aſolved from the ſcandal. 


ef 
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Mir. Then the ill thief be in bis arſe, 
Mets John, gen cer he ſet his hip upon t: 


my bairn on your black ſtool ! an' wadra't be 
a great blunder on the avld black face o't, to 
my ſon to gaung on't before the young, laird 
who has had twa byſtarts, an ne er ſer a hip 

on't yet, an' he's confinually ridding on the 
huſlies to this day, an' them that wad na let 
him, he rives their duds, an' kicks their doups 
A dear Meſs John, an' ye gie geitile fouks a 
toleration to whore, to fornicate, kiſs, an 
guddle a wee, wi ilka body they like, II} gie 
you ten marks an gie*t to me an*.my ſon too. 


Mess J. And what hall we do with cheſs 
odious per ſous 3 
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Er Rs. Indedd, urs we ſce got what we 

kan make of them. 8 
Mess] Make af PINE 


under the leffer: excommunication\ {© + 16 
- Mirtx. Indeed ſtir, tak your mind oft; as 
our cat did o the haggies, when ſhe ſipped ir: 
a“, au“ crap ĩa o' the: bag. 
ſen the wean, ye canda binder us to cat a 
cogfu-· o. water ont, an“ cat ony ting we like; 


So out ſhe goes, ſhutting Jockey before 


her; ſo John went ad piſht on the auld 
miviſter's widow's gavel, and ahve was nac 
mair about! it that day. e 


bann 


Hou Jockey and bis, entity went it to "Ga his boftard, 


OW Jockey and bis mither came hame 

together, Thiel for chew, erzckii g like 
twa hand guns. I true I fought 2 Cattle this 
day, ati” won the field accordingly, whan I hae 
conquer'd a the canker d carles about the kirk 


Jock. Indeed mither I think yere a bet⸗ 


ter mau nor the miniſter; at gin ye had Ar- 
ithmattock an“ Latin, to ken the kittle fl ligur es 
you may preach as well as he. 

MiTn. I true Jock lad, their black ſtoo] of 
ſham repentance ne er got lic a ratile as I hae 
gient the day. | 

Joc x. Na, na. mither a the whoremong- 
ers that &er ſet a hip on*t kens na ſae muckle 
about the auld foundation oft as ye do. 

Mr H. But Johnny man, an thou wad ſtar, 
in the * days, an' that's on mununday, ye 


we'l nella, | 
them trom all church benefit, and lay them | 


If ye winna cri- 


0 


1 
an I wad gae an- {ee the dafit jad, Jenny the 
mither oct. 


Jock. Wi“ a* my heart mither : Net we 


maun giet ſomething, an* it were but an' auld 
ſerver, to keep the hips oft warm, young weans 
ay wet about che arſe ye ken, 

Mir E. Aweel then Johnny, 1'ie cry to thee 
whan the hens begins to keckle, an' that's a- 
bout the break o day; an? we's be ready to 
tak the road again by Torryburn day light, 
when we'll ken a turd by a ſtare, 


Up gets auld Maggy, Jock's wither i in the 


morning, puts on the kettle, an*-maks her-Yool 
| ſowens, the meikle pot hung on the fire a night 
wi' the cheek o' an auld cows head, ſkim's 
aff the fat, and mak's a great cogue o' broſe 
then pours on a chappin o' clean chreſh like 
oil, which made a bra ſappy breakfaſt for Jock 
an his mither, an Meggy got tte cogue toſcart, 
The broſe being done, an a things ready, he 
halters the black mare, lays on the ſunks an? 
a covering; fine furniture for a.ccuntry wife, 
Jockey mounts, an' his mither behind bim, 
trots av a', till coming down the brae abune 
John Davie's well; ihe auld beaſt beivg ung 
fiery o' the feet the fundered before, the girth 
an curple brak; Jockey tumbled. o'er her lugs 
an his mither out o'er him in the well wi a ſlung 
Jock Ay, ay, mither, tho' I fell ye need- 


na fan abune me, an' gen ye had lyen what 


ve lighted firit, ye wadna tumbled into the 
well; it's au unco thing a body canna get a fa'but 


ye fa abune them; auld ruddoch that thou ig, 
G | 


- 


9 


> FE? aa ” TY 8 S o ju * 
r 4 
* 
a 


8 G05 + . 
. 


3 
NM 
* 


thou might a Wehen Be by the ruumple. 
an ye wadna a bruiſed a my back wi your auld 
hard benes, nor a wat a Vourſel nne, an ſee 
how you hae drummeb'd a' John Davie's well; 
Miru. Hech, quo ſhe, I wonder ger I be 
kilbd! Thou was always wont to get the word 
o' a good rider, baith upon huſſies an horſes, 
an this be thy mannagement thou's little worth; 
fell'd the auld banes it borethee! fic a bath as L 
haegotten to my yool: thou condna a gien me 
a war bed not a water hole in a cauld morning. 
Wae be to thee an that ill gotten get o' thine 
O! let terer better bounty be gotren wi by- 
ſtards getting; an this is fo much for the fruits 
o fornication,a war ſtance nor the black itool yet 
Jock. Let's a' be now wi your auld taunts a- 


bout byſtards getting, or I'ſe gie you the wind 
o the mare's tail, an gar yon wamme] hams an 


2 Your wat coats about vou. 


” #7 o% 


it's mither or ve gang hame. 

Jock. Wi e' my beart, mither, Put u fosher 
the houſe atr the 158 s ont; the lum's recking 
rairly, but little ben they wha's coming. 
At length theycame to Jenny” s mither's door 

In goes his mither and in goes his mare. 

Himſelf follows after, crys how's a' here? 

Mir. Hech, is that poor body in her bed yet 

Her mother anſwers, Well I wat ſhe's in her 
bed an cauld, cauld, an comfortleſs is her lying; 
byſtarts getting is juſt like lent gear, ſeldom or 
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ever weel paid back again, but my poor laſſie 
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£oudna done war nor hs done, O gin ſhe bad 
yielded her body to ſome bit herd laddie, he 


wad a ſeen her lang or now. 

Mir RH. A dear Marrion what wad ye be at? 
Do ye think that our John wha has a wife o' 
his ain, coud come an wait on her as ſhe were 
a dame o honour, or yet an heneſt man's wife, 
poor filly lown that ſhe is, an' had he thought 
on what he was com'd o' he wad ne'er a offer'd 


benevolence to the like o her. 
Mak. An ye had a been as great a inſtroga- 


ter againſt his making her double ribber, as ye 
are now againſt doing her juſtice, for the fi! thy 
jimerack he's gien her, ye wandna need to ca 
er filly lowa the day, an him an honeſt man, 
But the ne er a honeſt man wad a hood!'d {ae 
lang on ae poor huſſie an' then gane awa an? 


married anither for love o' a pickle auld clouis 
an twa or three pock fu's o tow ; an ſhe is but 


a ſilly lowa indeed that late him or any rattle 
ſcuil elſe, ſhake their tail ſae lang upon her, 


without his taith an his troth, an his fiſt before 


the miniſter. 
Mir. A Canld be your eaſt kimmer, do ye 


think it your daddling dochter's a match for 


my fon John, I think le ſs may fair, her father 
was but a poor cotter cat le, an our John's fa- 


ther was a tarmor, an it's but a trick o youth ' 


an the courſe o' youdeth maun be out; but ſhe 


may thank her good fortune an tell her friends. 


ay, an count it a credit that ever ſhe bore a 


byſtart to the like of him; a good fu' fat far- 


mor ſon* but ae ſtep laigher nor a laird. 
Max. A was be to ſie a credit: it 's nae worth 
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the cracking o“ an 995 was a his noble equals 
vhan he bnte to lay a leg on my poor laſſie, 
poor clarty clunny 1 it thou is, and if they were 
na baith ae man's mak, I wadna think naething 
ot; for they warna a needle o' differ between 
their daddies, an what war they baith but twa 
ſticker tailors at the beft ? ye had as good a 
gane hame an a counted your bow-kail ſtocks 
'as come here to count kindred wi' me. 

OCK. Hout awa daft witleſs wives, I ken- 
na what you re flyting about; I wad rather ſee 
the wean gin it be ony thing wally an“ like 
rhe warld. 

Ma R. Indeed fall ye John, you'll ſee your 
ain picture for little filler, a muckle mouth'd 
baveral juſt like yourſell. 

The child is preſented.) 

Jock. Mither, mither, it has a muckle 
mouth juſt like mine, an tees we baith ot's een 
an bit five days auld yet. | 

Mir R. Dear Johnny thou” 8 no > wiſe man, 
wad tu hae the wean to be blin, the poor _ 
faw when it was new born. 71 
Jock. A what ken I mither, am no fae weel 
Till'd as the howdies, an them that's ay hob- 
bling weans; bur 1 thought they had abeen 
hike the wee bits a whalpies, nine nights . 
before they had ſeen ony. 

MiTH. Awa, awa, ye witleſs widdyfu', com- 
paring a beaſt to a woman's ain bairnie ; a dog 
is a brute beaſt, an a wean is chriſtened creature. 

Jock, Na mither, its no achriſen'd creature 
pet, for it has neither gotten the words nor the 
Water, nor as little ao] ken hd to ca't yet. 


EF 
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- Max: 1 wat well its a very uncanny thing to 
keep about a houſe, or yer c' meet ina worn- 
jag a body wanting a name. 

Mir. Hout tout ay, ye it's auld wives is ay 
fu © frits aa religious faſhions, them that looks 
to frits, frits follows them. but it is fix au thir- 
ty years ſince I was a married wife, an I never 
kend ſabbath day by anither ane, mony a in 
till che bell rang. 

Mak. Dear guid wife what nee is ye ſpeak 7 
loud, ye fly theweanwi crying ſae ſee howitſtarts 

Mir E. Ay, ay the byſtarts is a that Way, 
but ken ye the reaſon o' that ? | 

Mak, Ye that kens the reaſon o every 
thing way ſoon find out that too, 

MiTH. A deed than woman III tell you, the 
merry bezotten wears. its byſtards I mean, is 
red wood, halt witted hallocket ſort o crea- 
tures ; for an it bena ane among twenty of them 
they're a ſcar'd of the getting, for there's few 
of them gotten in beds like honeſt touks bairns 
but in out houſes, auld barns, backs of dykes, an 
Kill logies; whar ther's ay ſome body wanders - 

ing to ſcar poor needfu perſons, at their Job of 
journey wark ; for weel ken I the gaits of, 
experience gars me ſpeak. 

Jock. A deed mither that's very true, for 

whan L was getting that wean at the black hole 
of the pear ſrack, oha Gammel's mackle colly 
came in behind us wit a bow wow of a great 
goul juſt abune my buttocks, an as I'm a fig- 
ner, he gart me loup levrock hight, an yet wi* 
got a wean for a- that, 

Mir u. A weel than Johnay my maks my 
wor a; good vet. 


5 : 2 8 45 8 
Jenny Anſwers out 1 xt bed. A ſhame fa 
your faſhions,ye hae na muckle tokeep,whan ye 
tell howitwas gotten, orwhatwasat thegettingo#t 
Jock. A ſhame fa your fell Jenny, for I hae 
gotten my part o“ the ſhame elſe, an gin ye 
hadna tell'd firſt, there wad}:ane kend, for nae 
body ſaw us but John Gammels auld colly, an* 
he's no a ſufficent witneſs. 
Max. Now guidwife amang a* the tales ye 
hae tell'd me, bow is this wean to be mantain'd 
Mrrr. II chance on your auld black moutk 
Maraion, did not I ſend you my good ſprittled 
hen, a pund of butter an a faxpence, forby a 
lippy of groats an* a furlat o' meal; mak her 
a good coguefu o broſe, an put a knoiſt of but- 
ter in them, to fill up the hole whar the lown 


came out, an* I'll ſend you mair or that be done 


Mak. Anit bena betternor thelaſt ye may 
een keep it to yourſeh your groat meaban*pgrey 
meal, land duſt an leeds, courle enough to feed 
cocks an* hens, beſides a woman in her condition 
: analy A foul be your gabs, ye're a ſae gaſh 
o' your gabbies; a wbin fools that ſtuffs up 
your gutſes wi' guid meat, to gar the worms 
turn wanton an wallop in your wames; feed 
yourſels as I do, wi hacket katl, broſe made o- 
groat meal, an gray meal, ſands ſeeds duſt an 
weak ſhilling, ony thing is good enough to fill 
the guts, an mak t—ds of, | 
oOCK. Na, na, mither an the wean wad fuck 
our Maggy, I ſud tak it hame in my oxter, 
Mir. O ye fool, Maggy's milk is a mould 
ialt an ſapleſs lang ſyne; but I true ſhe wad 
v eb at it as the ins ewe aid at the white cows 


r 


* 


4 gy ed 


KIKA & 3 7 


i 39 ) 
Jamb the laſt year, as ſpeak nae mair of Mag- 
gy's milk, no to compare a cat to a creature, 
the yeal cats is never kind to kitlens, an the 


maidens bairns is a unco weel bred. 


Joc. K. Na, na, ye're a miſtane mither, Mag- 
gy has milk yet, for erery pap ſhe has is like 
burn bien ſe warran they'll haud pints the piece 

Mir. My man Johnny ler them keep the 
wean that has the wean, well never miſs a 
pockfu o' meal now an tan, I wadna hae my. bed 
piſht, an blankets rotten for a how ofthe beſt o'r 
Jock. O mither: I canna lea't I like it ſae 
well, it has twa bonny glancing een, juſt like 
mine in a kikan plats, | wonner how I was able 
to get the like o't, indeed mither I think mair 
0't,nor o'my grey horſe, Maggy an the four ky 

Mir. My man Johnny ye're at nae ſtrait a- 
bout bairus getting, nane needs gang to Lon- 
don to learn that auld trade; 1 ken very weel 
when an gets warklums right to their hand, 
nature will teach them how to fa' too. | 

Jock. Now fare ye weel Jannet that we- 
an's weel worth the warkmanihip II. warrand 
ve, weel a wat iſt. 

Jexxy. Guidnight wi' you John, but 0 
mau thou s broken my fortune, I' ne'er get 
wait o' man nor I hae gotten, an dear, dear haz 
J ſuſfer'd for what I hae done, an if ye bad a 
beſtowed thyſelf on a me, ye ſee what a bonny 
Lairn time we wad a haue. | 

Mir. Thou ſays it thou's ſuffer'd ſadly for 

what thou' s done, but tho? they wad tak the 


Wide o'er thy een holes it wadna tak the incli 


net ion cut o' thee; for thou H do't egain, tut 


* 


its no be wi my Rs warrand thee, aud 
now Johnny come awa hame to thy hauf mar- 
row, an ule thy freedom as formerly, thou”ll 
hae weans thick an three fauld; I'ſe mak the 
decotion of cock ſtanes, lamb ſtaues. an chick 
en brue, will gar tnee cock thy tail like a Gal- 


loway toop. 
The Vih and Laſt PART. 


being an acebunt of Tockey's Mother's Death and 
Burial 
\ S Jockey an his mit her came hobling hame 

together on the outſide of the auld doi d 
beat his mither's black mare, a weafu misfor- 
tare betel them; Her hinderlots being wicked- 
ly wet in John Davie s well that morning, an 
it being a froſty night, her ceats was a frozen 
round about her, and the hard haren fark plaid 
claſh berween her legs like a wet diſhclont, her 
teeth gaed like a rattle bag till about haf gate 
hame, than ſhe was ſuddenly ſeized wi' a rum- 
bling i in her muckle bag, what we kintry fouks 
ca's a ruſh i' the guts; Jockey was faſh'd help- 
ing her aff and helping her on, foul, fat, and 
dirty was the road, having like haf a IA at 
every tadder length. 

Jock. Deed mither, I doubt death has ſome⸗ 
thing to do wi' you, for their's a rumbling in 
a your wame like an auld wife kirniog. 

Mir R. Hout tout Icanna hear o't, but they'll 
be nae fear o' me now, I'm ſafe at my ain door, 
thanks to theean' the auld beaſt it brought me; 
heat my feet wi' the bannock ſtane. an lay me 
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iv wy” bed, fling hve CON o blankets an a 
cann'es on me, III be weel enough an' ance I 
were better, ſwieth Maggy gae mak me a cog- 
fu' o' milk broſe, an a placks worth o' ſpice in 
chi nae fear o an auld wife as lang as ſhe's 
loofe behin, an can tak meat. 

Joc k. Ve be't mither, a een fill up the boſs 
o' your belly, you'll ſtand to the ſtorm the bet- 
ter, ſe warrant ye never die as lang as ye can 
tak your meat. 

Ben comes Maggy wi' the broſe; but four 
ſoups an a ſlag fill d her to the teeth, till ſhe began 
to bock them back again, an' ding awe' the diſh, 

Jock. I mither,'mither, I doutb there's mair 


_ ado wi' you nor a diſh to lick; whan ye refuſe. 


good milk meat, am doubtfu your out be 
gaune to the mules. 

_ Mira. I dear. Johnny am no willen to die 
if ICould do better; but this will be a ſair win- 
ter on auld frail fouks, yet an' I would grow. 
bettar I might live theſe twenty years yet, an 
be nae auld wife for a- that; but alake a day, 
there's e' en mony auld fouk dieiog this year. 

Jock. A deed mither there is fouks dieing 
the year, that never died before. 

Mirz. Dear Johny wilt chou bring me the 
doctor, he may do me ſome good, for an' my 
| Heart warna ſick an my head ſae fair, I think 
I may grow better yet. 

Jock. A weel le bring the doctor the mi- 
niſter an my uncle 

Mirk. Na, na, bring nae miniſters to me, 
bis dry cracks will do me but little guid, din- 
Hs Want to ſee his powdered pow, an l in ſic an 
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ill condition, get me a pint o drams in the wockle 
betile au fer i the hole & the backſide o' mybed 
Jock à dead mither ye're in the right o'r 
for ye want to be weel warm'd within; to chace- 
rhe cal wind an froſty water out at your backſide 
Then awa he rins to draft Meg's at the Kirk 

ö towu, an brings a bottle in every band, out wi 

the cork an gies her ane in o'er ſhe ſets it to her 

gab, an ſquartles up a muichkin at a waught; 

which was like to worry ber, till ſne fell a rift 

ing an roaring, like an auld blunderbuſn. Hech 

hey co? ſhe, but that maks an alteration, an 
wears awa the wind. Wi that her head fell to | 
the cod, an the ſought awa like a very ſaint or 
Arunken ſinner. 

Joc x. O! Maggy, Maggy my mither's loſt 
her breath, (ſhe'Il no live lang without it) I 
doubt ſhe be dead already, an nae body ſeen her 
but ye an an ourſels twa, an the had been fair 
o'er ſeen it makſua, I'll no haud this a fair 
ſtrae death indeed, fy Maggy cry iu a' the ne- 
pers to ſee her die, altho' the be dead. O an ſhe 
wad but ſhake her fit. or wag her muckle tae, 
it wad be ay ſome ſatisfaction; but in come he 
nebours in a huſh, dinging ithero'er in the door, 
Come awa ſirs, for my mither's as dead's a mauk, 
guid be thanket; but I had rather it had been 
the black mare, or the mucklę rigget cow, for 
veel I wat I'll e'en miſs her, for the was a bra 
ſpinner o row, an coud a cardet to twa muckle 
wheels, ſhe had na a faut but an an that was her PP 
tongue, but ſhe' Il ſpeak nae mair, fy gets a deal 
or a barn door to ſtraight her on, for ay whan 
| the was cauld {he was unco kadckert al = to 


_ 
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curch, but Fic ws 5 rite or Wedneſtay 
teen. 

Come, ſays 3 wi maun be Jer dreſt. 

Jock. What does the fool mean wad ye 
dreſs a dead woman, he'll never gauog to kirk 
nor market again. 

Mac. A dear John be at eaſe, ye ken ſhe 
mauna be buried as ſhe is. a fark an a winding- 
ſheer is the leaſt ſhe can get. 

Jock. Ah ha Maggy is that what you mean 
ſhe has a good new windiu. ſheer, it was never 
abort her ſhoulders yet, fac Maggy doe a' your- 
ſel and I'fe gar ClinkemBell mealure the grave 
an mak it, 


Now when they had brought out the corps 3 


John told the people they were welcome to 
haud in a cheek o bis auld mither waſt the 
gate; and being la d right on the ſpakes. ha, 
ha, quoth he, this is a bra honeſty indeed, 
ic's mair boukie nor my-bridal was: but when 
they came to the grave, it was o'er ſhort and 
ſtrait about the mouth, which ſet John in a 
great paſſion, ſaying, A foul fa“ your naughty 
faſhions maſter bell wan, did not | packſhion 
- wr you for the bried o my mither's back, an 
the length o' her carkage? an this hole winna 
haud her, thou's get nae mair o my change if 
I ſud die the worn. 

Uncle Rabbi Whiſhr, whiſht, this ſud be a 
dayo'murning for your mither, dinna flyte here 

Jock. What the vengeance uncle, ſnoud na 
fouks die when tvey're auld ? an' am I ro pa 
for a hole an' get bur haf a hole; that's the 
| thing Ityexesme,butl le ke:ptWopence outo'hig 


trencher for't, an ſae af I een; but gang ys 
bame uncle to get cog an cap tor the dradgey 
an lll fee her get fair play or I gae. 

Hame they came in a croud and fell to the 
cheeſe ancheeks cf leaves teeth an nail, the ale 
washanded about in cogs an caps laſhing it down 

= ver like bleaichers watering their webs; John 
=  bluttered in the 009 like a cow in warm water 
iüüll the barm an' bubles came belling out at his 
nofe, ſaying a good health to you a' round a- 
bout, an' ſhoou an ſhortly may we a' gang the 
gate my mither's gane, an I with them a' bury- 
zog amang dogs that ſpeaks againſt it. | 

About eight and twenty weeks thereafter 
Maggy had a wally wamefu o' weans to bear“ 

X an ay whan ſhe cried John cryed, which made 
a” the kimmers, an' auld Katty the howdie 
laugh heartily to hear them. 

Kar rx. Here now John, your wife's brought 

to bed wi a bra lad bairn gie him your bleſſing. 
Jock. Well I wat he's no want that, but an 
there had been as muckle din at the getting o 
him,as at the bearing © hin, it ſud ne'er a been 
gotten for me; Come, come gets in uncle Rab- 
by, the corn riddle fu of the three nucket ſcons, 
whang down the cheeſe like peats, eat an drink 
fill wi forget ſorrow, an' then well ſee Meſs 
John about a name till him; ſince we fee it is 
the way o'r, that the young comes into the 
warld an chaces out the auld, wi maun chriſen 
them, an they maun burry us: 
Now John an' his uncle goes to the miniſter 
he enters, ſaying guideen to you Mr Miniſter 
ye dinna ken my mither's do2d, 
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Mr. ves John | heard lo: but how i is your 
wife? > 

Jock. My wife fir. a wae worth hen for the 
wives o' our town an 1 hae gotten a waking 
night wi her; but wi hae goteen her tum'd 
an ſtill'd again, an' the's born a bra' wally 
thumping ſtirra, he'll herd the kye beiyve to 
me an he had hoggers on him, anam come to 
you to get » bit name to him. 

Mix. A bit name to him John, if ye want 
no more but a name, you may gim that yourſef 

Jock. Na but ſtir, IWant baith the words an 
the water, what ye ſay to ither fouts ſay to me 

Mix. A but John you mult give ſecurity or 
ſatistactiod, you're a man under ſcandal. : © 

Jocx. What the muckle miſchief ſtir, tho? 
under ſandal or abune ſcandal, will ye rufuſe 
to chriſten my wean that's honeſtly gotten in 
my ain Wife's bed heneath the blankets 3 caus 
I had a byſtart canna ye chriſen the well com'd 
ane, let the by ſtart ſtand for it's ain faith with- 
out a name. 

Mix No John you have been very dackly 
dealt with, Ii] bring you to obedience by wy 
ſince you reject counſel. . 

Jock. A deed ſtir 1 * think nacthing to 
lan? a time or twa on't to pleaſe you, if there 
were nae body in the kirk on a uke day, but 
you an the elders to flyte a Kis on me; but its 
war ca a ſunday to hae a' body looking an' 
laughing at me, as I had bees coding the pieſe 
{ippen the kirn, or ſomething! that's no bonn. 
ke piſhing the bed. | 

MN. AvellJohn never mind you ch as ching 
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come ye to the ftoo, it's norhing when its o- 


yer. we cannot ſay ofer much to you about it, 

Upon ſunday thereafter Johu comes with un- 
ele Rabbie's auld wide coat, a wackle great 
grey lang tail'd wig au a big bonnet, which co» 


vered his face, ſo that he ſeem*d more liker an 


old pilgrim than a young fornicator ; mounts 
the creepy with a ſtiff {tiff back, as he had been 
a man of ſixty, every one looked at him,think- 
he was ſome old ſtranger, who knew not the 
ſtool of repentance by another ſear, ſo that he 


paſſed the firſt day unknown but to very few, 


yet on the ſecond it came to be known, that 
the whole pariſh and many more came to fee 
him; which cauſed ſuch a confuſion, that he 
was abſolved, an got his children baptized che 
next day. 

But there hapened a tullie between the twas 


mithers who would both have their names 


to be Johns, a weel a weel ſays old John their 


Father to the miaiſter..a geed ſtir ye maun ca“. 


the tean John an' the tither Jock, and that 
will pleaſe baith theſe enemies “ mankind. 
Mix. A well John ſuppoſe 7 do, it is two 


: Jot ns nevertheleſs. 


Jock. A deed ſtir ye maun gie the wicked 
a their will, wies ca* the by ſtard Jockie, ans 


my ſon Johnny Bell, on wi of way an' let 
her ca't as ſhe likes. - | 


Mix. A dear John but ye ſpeak indifferen- 
iy about this A ye know not the nature 
of it. | 
Jock. A wony thanks to you Meſs John 
now cauſe ye hae criſeued bait] my bairn, an 


q 
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my byſtart, 1 hope you'll forgive we PR bats 
tock male, 

Min. John 1 defire you to be ſilent ad 
ſpeak none here; You muſt keep a ſtraight 
walk in time coming, free of ſcandal or offence 

Jocx. Ay ſtir an how think ye the ſike ol me 
can walk ſtraight wi fic auld bauchled ſhoen as 
mine, amang ſic rugh, rigs, highs an* hous as 1 
hae to harle through. 

Mix I need not ſpeak to you, you are but 
a poor mean ignorant perſon. 

Jock. Na ſtir, Welawat I m neither poor nor 
mean, my mither's fairly yerdet now. guid bs | 
thanket, an left a- ſhe-had to Maggy an me. 
Mix. Zut hear ye this John, ye muſt not 
kiſs any other woman nor your own wile, live 
juſtly like another honeſt 3 bs and you'll 
come to die well. | 

Jock. A black pu on me ſtir, i in erer lay 
a unlawful leg upon biſſie again, an they ſude 
ly doun to me while our Maggy leſts; an“ ſor 
dieing theres nae fear o“ that, but I U no get 
fair play, if ye an“ a“ the aulder-fouk in the 
pariſh be not dead before me, ſo 1 hae e 2 
wit ye now. POL r 


An EPITAPH. . 


ERE lyes the duſt of John Bell's mither· 
Againſt her will death brought her hi- 

Clapt in this hole, hard by his daddy, (cher, 
Death fnach*d her up or ſhe was ready, 
Lang might the livd wer't not her wame, 
But wha ean live beyond their time ? 
There's none laments her but the Suter, 
80 here ſhe les looking about her, T 


b | „„ 
Locking about der! how can that be? 
Tes, he ſees her ſtate better than we. 


An Elegy on the death of Jockey. 5 Mither, 


OW 4 body kens my mither* 8 dead, 
For Well l wat I bore her head, 
And in the grave I ſaw her laid, 
It was e' en right drole, 
For to change a warm fire fide 5 * 
For a cauld kirk hole. 
But every ane rell'ſt Juſt like a ſang, 
That yon's the gate wi' have a' to gang. 
For me to doꝰt 1 think nde lang, 
I U can do better, 
F or Itrve wy mither thinks it nae Gang 
What needs we clatter, 
Bot ks ro Tea ay for the future, 7 
That did not let her get the ſuteeerr.. 
For about ker gear ine; wad been a ſplutter, 
I An' ſae had been, 
or he came ay ſooation about her. late at een 
For our Maggy wacth't an'! fa Ww. 
ty mither's back was at the wa', 4d d - i 
But what was mair hach ha, ha ha, I winna tell 
She to do yon ſtood Hrtle aw“, juſt tad 17 
But to get gear Was a' her ift 7 7 
Att: uſed mony a cunning ſhift, 4 5 on "2 
About her ſpinning au her thrift, ; 
Sk 12 Was a ig: care, 
She“ denen oy Rae 9 t abune the lift . 
Wi. 6d to weary. 1 
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